UNDER  THE  OLD ELM                79

IV.

1.

How many subtlest influences unite,
With spiritual touch of joy or pain?
Invisible as air and soft as light,
To body forth that image of the brain
"We call our Country, visionary shape.
Loved more than woman, fuller of fire than wine.
Whose charm can none define,
Nor any, though he flee it, can escape !'
All party-colored threads the weaver Time
Sets in his web, now trivial, now sublime,
All memories, all forebodings, hopes and fears..
Mountain and river, forest, prairie, sea,
A hill, a rock, a homestead, field, or tree,
The casual gleanings of unreckoned years,
Take goddess-shape at last and there is She,
Old at our birth, new as the springing hours,
Shrine of our weakness, fortress of our powers.
Consoler, kindler, peerless 'mid her peers,
A force that 'neath our conscious being stirs,
A life to give ours permanence., when we
Are borne to mingle our poor earth with hers,
And all this glowing world goes with us on our
biers.

2.

Nations are long results, by ruder ways
Gathering the might that warrants length of days ;
They may be pieced of half-reluctant shares